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Janick's POV: 


"No, hell no. I'm not in love with her," Bruce scoffed. We were in my flat in London during the break after the 
recording of No Prayer for the Dying and Bruce had just told me of his intention to marry Paddy. "I learned 
my lesson with Jane. | thought | loved her but | know now she was only a substitute for you when | couldn't 
be with you." 

"And if you're married to Paddy, where does that leave me?" | couldn't keep the note of bitterness out of my 
voice, and | knew he noticed it. 

"The same place you are now. The same place we are now. She's under no illusions, Jan. | kept you secret from 
Jane but she knew there was someone else, that's why she fucked around. Although," he twisted his lips with 
irony, "I think she would have fucked around anyway. Paddy doesn't know you and | are lovers, but she knows 
you come first in my life and she understands that." 

If you aren't in love with Paddy, why the fuck would you marry her. | don't understand, Bruce." | sat up 
further in bed, pulling the sheet up around my nudity. | felt the sweat from our lovemaking drying on my skin 
and it left me feeling cold. 

Bruce leaned up on his elbow and looked at me. He hadn't bothered to cover himself and | could see the 
evidence of my orgasm in the thick hair of his chest. | looked away. 


| snapped my head to look down at him. "Just when the fuck were you going to tell me that?!" 

"Just now. | only found out yesterday. Listen," he placed his hand on my thigh, "you know if it were possible | 
would marry you, but even then we would have to adopt kids. This is a chance for me to have my own" 
"You're already in this too far to back out, so go ahead and marry her then" | kept my voice neutral with an 
effort, looking away again. "Maybe | should find some woman and start a family too." 

"Maybe you should" Bruce replied mildly. 

"The problem with that is, | don't go around fucking people l'm not in love with." 

"Maybe you should" Bruce repeated. "But don't let anyone take my place. | won't stand for that. You are mine!" 
| didn't say anything, but as always the dominance and possessiveness Bruce showed toward me turned me on. 
It had been that way from the very start, back when we were still in our teens. He saw me at a gig, he 
wanted me, and he claimed me. He was pure, primal man, testosterone on legs, and he took what he wanted. 
Fortunately for me, | wanted him as well. 


| sighed. "No one will ever take your place, Brucie. You know that” 


So Bruce and Paddy got married and, for the second time in my life, | had to stand there and smile while the 
love of my life swore loyalty to someone else. | got completely smashed at the wedding reception, so shit faced 
| barely made it back to my hotel room before passing out. Hours later, | don't know how many hours, | was 
awakened by pounding on my door. 

"Go ‘wayl" | shouted, pulling the pillow over my ears. 

The pounding only got louder so with a sigh | dragged myself out of bed and opened the door. It was Bruce, as | 
knew it would be. 

"What are you doing here?" | grumbled. "Shouldn't you be with your bride?" | practically spat out that last 
word. | was tired, still slightly drunk, and in no mood to make the effort! had been making to mask how | felt. 
Bruce came in the room. "Fuck her." 

‘I'm sure you did" | muttered. 

He ignored that. "She's asleep. And if she wakes up and I'm not there.well, she'd better get used to that." 
"What do you want, Bruce?" | sat on the edge of the bed and ran my fingers through my tangled hair. | just 
wanted to go back to sleep. 

"You." 

| should have known. Bruce's libido was through the roof. It wasn't unusual for him to fuck me three or four 
times in one night, and each time was as passionate as the first. Though | had no room to talk. All he had to 
do was touch me and | was hungry for him as well. Neither of us ever wore the other out. As he grew older 
he was gentle more often, unlike when we were younger during the Tattooed Millionaire tour when he would 
leave me unable to sit down comfortably for days. Some nights we barely made it to the dressing room after 
the performance before he was showing me back against the wall, his hands and mouth all over me. It never 
took either of us long to reach the top during those post-gig encounters but later at the hotel we would go at 
it again and again, often until dawn. 

‘| wanted to make sure you were okay." Bruce was saying as he sat with me on the bed. "| saw you were 
pretty pissed when you left the reception" 

‘lm okay." | wasn't exactly truthful, but at least he'd noticed how drunk | had been 

"The hell you're okay. You forget how well | know you." He crawled back onto the bed and pulled me with him. 


"But maybe | can make you feel better, hmmm?" 


| smiled in spite of myself because he was already nuzzling into my neck, placing little licks and nips in all the 
places he knew drove me crazy. | was wearing loose sweats and a tank top and he slipped his hand under the 
top, circling his fingers on my stomach while still nipping my neck and shoulder. | was already hard, it never 
took much on his part to make me want him. | pulled him over me, kissing him deeply, bucking my hips up to 
feel his own arousal against me. | slipped my hands beneath the elastic waistband of his athletic pants to cup 
his ass cheek and pull him tighter against me. He stripped my clothing from me and kicked off his own pants, 
but when he laid back on me and | spread my legs, he broke our kiss. 

"No, not tonight. | want to do something different tonight" 

"What?" | was a little leery. He had sprung a few somewhat kinky ideas on me in the past and while | had 


enjoyed them, | never knew what he might want next. 


"What? You want what? Whatever it is, you know I'll probably do it. Hell, I'll probably love it!" 
He smiled, but even his smile was uncharacteristically hesitant. "Oh yes, | think you will love it. | want you to 


fuck me, Jan." 


"| know. And | haven't either, not since school. Back then | didn't want it, | just didn't have a lot of choice. But 
you certainly seem to enjoy it, so..." 

“Still...” | was really hesitant. True, I'd had occasional fantasies about doing something like that but | never 
thought it would ever happen. 

"I see I'm going to have to convince you." He leaned to capture my mouth in a passionate kiss, grinding himself 
against me then moving slowly down my body until | felt him take me in his mouth. After so many years 
together he knew exactly how to get me worked up and he used his entire bag of tricks on me, teasing me and 
making me frantic with desire. Just when | thought | couldn't hold out another second, he abruptly pulled away. 
| let out a frustrated whine and tried to push his head back down to finish what he started. 

"Nuh-uh," he was smiling mischievously, his eyes practically black with desire. "The only way you're going to 
get off is if you fuck me." 

"Noo00000...," | moaned, trying not to writhe across the bed in frustration. 

‘Oh, yes." With a quick, deft move Bruce effortlessly flipped me until | was on top of him. Reaching blindly to 
the floor, he retrieved a small tube of lubricant from his pants pocket and thrust it in my hand. | was still 
hesitant. This was a complete role reversal for us and | wasn't sure what to do. 

As usual, Bruce could read me like a book. "Do to me what | always do to you." He took the tube from my 
hand and opened it, applying some of the cool gel to my erection, causing me to gasp aloud from the sensation 
"Come on," Bruce continued to stroke me slowly, "You know what to do, just do it" 

"What if it hurts you?" | didn't want to hurt him in any way. 

"Ie had it done before, it will only hurt for a minute." He tightened his hand around me and | moaned out loud. 
He pulled me down over him, spreading his legs and raising his knees a bit. | felt myself brush against him and 
couldn't deny the rush of desire that flooded through me. | took back the tube and put some gel on my 
fingers, preparing him the way he usually did for me except when he was in too much of a hurry. 

"Now, Jan!" His voice was strained and once again he took the lead, taking me and guiding me to where he 


wanted me. | leaned into him and heard him gasp. | froze, but he moved against me, taking me deeper. 


It felt so good! | understood now how sometimes Bruce couldn't last very long with me. It was more than a 
purely physical sensation, there was a deeper, more psychological aspect to it. | have never been a dominant 
person but looking down at him beneath me, feeling him around me, gave me a sense of possessiveness, an 
almost territorial feeling that he was mine. In a flash | understood why he felt we needed to do this. 

It didn't last long. | fell apart in one of the strongest orgasms | have ever experienced and | felt the evidence 
between us that he had reached his climax as well. 

| rolled off him, | felt lightheaded and overcome with everything we had just done. 

"How..how was that?" | finally managed to ask. 

Bruce chuckled and rolled to circle his arms around me. "Pretty fucking good, can't you tell? You know now that 
I'm yours just as much as you are mine. | love you, Janick. Don't you dare ever forget that!" 

| gave a breathy laugh. "I won't. And Bruce? Thank you. You knew | needed to do that even though | didn't know 
it" 


"Of course | knew! | know everything!" 


